OVER THE  HILLS AND FAR AWAY!

This point, but a bare twenty miles from the sea, marks
the northward limit of the settled tribes - the Qara, Shahara,
and mountain elements of Al Kathir and Mahra; it also
roughly approximates to a geological division. Behind us
were the limestone mountains, Upper Cretaceous to Eocene;
before us was a great wilderness of sandstone steppe sloping
down a six days' march to the edge of the sands, the scene
of a sparse and sporadic nomad life of Bait Kathir, Mahra
and Bait ash Shaikh Badawin.

It was a joy to be in the saddle again, and a joy to have
left the busy humdrum world of Dhufar behind for these
wide clean spaces. My companions were as yet songless on
the march, as indeed were the other South Arabians of my
last journey, and I missed the rousing camel chanties of the
march in Oman; only Sahail1 occasionally broke into song.
Still, they were merry enough conversationalists, even if
their subjects were limited to camels, rifles and women.
The conspiracy of silence of European convention is
completely absent, with it the element of conscious in-
decency. It was like schoolboys ridiculing a bad bowler, or
deriding one of their number who persistently failed to
'convert' a 'try,' for they see no shame in joking about
each other's impotence with women, and Sahail, the most
persistent of them, wondered whether in my medicine box
of magic I carried no aphrodisiac. But one thing was even
more important, Could I divine water ?

Qarn Shaiba, under which we halted for the night, is a
conical hill lying on the north side of the shallow wadi bed
of Sa'atan.

Salih and I being mounted were with a few other
favoured spirits first into the jungle of samr acacia where we
1 Sahail=Canopus, a name common among Badawin.